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“| CAN'T FIGHT ANY MORE"
Bynopals.—~Ploneer In the Califor-
nla. redwood region, John Cardigan,
at forty-saven, Is the leading cltizen
of Bequola, ownaer of mills, ships,
and many acres of timber, a wid-
owar after thras years of marriad
lite, and father of two.day old
Bryoce Cardigan. At fourteen Hryce
malkes the acqualntance of Hhirley
Sumner, & wvisitor at Bequola, and
hin Junior by & few fenrs, Toxgather
they visit the Valey of the Glanis,
saored to Jobn Cardigan and his
son as the burial place of Hryce's
mother, and part with mutusl re-
gret. While HBryoe s at collage
John Cardigan meets with heavy
business losses and for the NArst
timeé views the future wilth unoer-
tainty. Aflter graduntion from ool-
lege, and a trip abroad, Bryce Car.
digan comens home. On the traln he
In Interestod In an atiractive girl,
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CHAPTER IV—Continued,
- .

Bryce could see that she was the
Httle daughter of some large rich
man, The sparsity of Jewelry and
the rich slmplicity of her attire proved
thut, and moreover she was accom-
panied by n Freneh mald to whom
she spoke In French In a manner
which testifled that before acquiring
the French muold she had been In the
custody of a French nurse,
segsed polke, For the rest, she had
wonderful Jot-blnck halry violet eyes
and milk-white skin, a eorrect nose
but a somewhnt generous mouth,
Bryce fuessed she was twenty or
twenty-one years old and that she had
A temper susceptible of belng aroused,

The fact that this remarkable
youtig woman had also left the traln
ut Red Bluft furiher Interested him,
for he knew Red Bluff and while glv-
Ing credit to the many lovely dumsels
of that little ambitious elty, Bryce
had a suspiclon that po former Red
Bluff girl would dare to Invade the
old home town with a French mold.
He noted, as further evidence of the
correctness of his assumption, that
the youthful baggagesmasher at the
stntlon failed to recognize her and
was evidently dazzled when, followed
by the mald, struggling with two
sult-cases, she approached him and In
pure though allen Bnoglish Ingquired
the location of the best hotel and the
hour and point of departure of the
auntomobile  stuge for 8an Hedrin.
The youth had answered her first
question and wag about to answer the
second when George Sea Otter, In all
hig barbarle splendor, came pussy-
footlng around the corner of the sta-
tion in old man Cardigan's regal
touring-car.

The Highest lelug Authority, fol-
lowing the ga:e of the baggage-
smasher, turned and beheld George
8ea Otter. Beyond a doubt he was of
the West westward, She noted the
rifle-stock projecting from the scab-
bard, and a vislon of a stage hold-up
flashed across her mind. Ah, yes, of
course—the express messenger's weap-
on, no doubt! And further to clinch
her Instant assumption thut here was
the Sequola motorstage, there wus
the pennant adoming the wind-shield !

Dismissing the baggage-smasher with
a gracions smile, the Highest Living
Authority approached George Sea
Otter, noting, the while, further evi-
dence that this car was a publie con-
veyance, for the young man who had
been her fellow-passenger was head.
ing toward the automoblle also, She
heard him say !
| “Hello, George,

you radiant red
mscal! 'm mighty glad to see you,
boy. Shake!"

They shook, George Sea
dark eyes and white teeth fAushlog
pleasurahbly. Bryce tossed hls bag In-
to the tonneau ; the half-breed opened
the front door; and the young master
had his foot on the running-board and
was about to enter the ¢ar when a
soft volee spoke at his elhow:

P> "Driver, this 8 the stage for
Bequold, Is it not?”

* George Sea Otter
eredit his auditory

Otter's

could scarcely
nerves.  “This

ear? he demnuded bluntly, “this—the |

Sequoin stage! Take a look, lady,
This here's a Napler Imported auto-
moblle, It's a private car and be
longs to my bhoss here

Bryce turned and lifted his hat

“Quite naturally, you thought It was
the Sequoln stage” He turned a
smoldering glance upon George Sea
Otter. “George.” he declared oml-
nously, but witn a sly wink that drew
the sting from lls words, “Iif you're
anxtous to hold down your job, the
pext time w lady speaks to you and
asks you a simple questlon. you an-
gwer yes or no und refraln from sar-
easitle remarks. Don't lét your e
thusiasm for this car run awny with
you.” He faced the girl ngnin, “Was
It your Intention to go o Sequola on
the next trip of the stage?”

She nodded.

“Phat means you will have to walt
pore three days until the singe re-
turms from Seguols,” Bryee replied,

A shade of annoyance pagsed over
the clussle features of the Highest
Living Authority. "Oh, dear”
complained, how fearfully awkwand!
Now I shall have to take the next

she

train to 8an Franclsco nnd book tfs-

She pos- |

aige on the steamer (o Sequola—and
Marcelle Is such a poor sallor, Oh,
denr!”

Bryece had an inspimtion and hasten-
ol to reveal It

“"We are about to start for Sequola
now, nithough the lateness of our start
will compel ua to put up tonight at
the rest-house on the south fork of
Trinity river and continue the journey
in the morning. However, this rest-
house is eminently respectable and
the food and accommaodations are ex-
trnordinarily good for mountaing; 8o,
if an Invitation to occupy the tonneau
of my car will not be ennstrued ns
an impertinence, coming as It does
from a total stranger, you are at
liberty to regard this car as to all
intents and purposes the publle con-
veyance which so scandsalously de-
clined to wall for you this morning.”

Bhe looked at him searchingly for
a brief Instant; then with a pecullarly
winning smile and a graceful Inclina-
tion of her head she thanked im
and accepted his hospltallty—thus:

“Why. certalnly not! You are very
kind, and 1 sbhall be eternnlly grate
fal.”

“Thank you for that vote of confl
' dimes, It makes me feel that 1 have

%
Ij p[‘;;.

“This Is the Stage for Sequoia, ls
It Not?*

your permission to Introduce myself.
My name Is Bryce Cardigan, and I
live In Sequola when I'm at home."

“Orf Cardlgan's redwoods?" ~she
questioned, He nodded, "I've heard
of you, I think,” she continued. *I
am Shirley Sumner."

“You do not live In Sequola.”

“No, but I'm going to hereafter. 1
was there about ten years ago.”

He grinned and thrust out a great
bhand which she surveyed gravely for
& minute before inserting hers in it
“T wonder,” he gald, “if It Is to be my
duty to glve you a ride every time you
come to Bequoln? The last time you
were there you wheedled me Into glv-
Ing you s ride on my pony, an animal
known as Midget, Do you, by any
chance, recall that Ineldent?”

She looked at him wonderingly.
“Why—why, you're the boy with the

A
| o fMght worth while,

to the conversation,
from the rear sent., Instantly, to
Bhirley Sumner's vast surprise, her
host grunted al=o; whereupon George

essayed a grunt

Sea Otter broke Into a  serles  of
grunts and gutturnl excinmations
which evidently appeared quite In

telligible to her host. for he slowed
down to five mile2 an hour and cocked
one ear to the rear; apparently he
was profoundly Interested In whatever
Information his henclunan had to Im-
part. When George Sea Otter finlshed
his harangue, Bryce nodded and once
more gnve his nitention to tossiog the
miles behind him,

“What language was that?" Shirley
Sumner Inquired, consumed with
curiosity,

“Digeer Indian,* ha replied.
“George's mother was my nurse, and
he and 1 grew up together, 8o |
ean't very well help speaking the lan.
gunge of the tribe”

They chattered volubly on many
subjects for the first twenty miles;
then the road narrowed and com-
mencead to climb steadily, and there-
ufter Bryvee gave all of his atteation
to the car, for 8 deviation of a foot
from the wheelrat on the outside of
the romd would have sent them hgre
tling over the grade Into the deep-
timbered ecnunyon= below, By reason of
the fact that DBryce's gnze never
waverad from the road Immediately
in front of the cur, she had a chance
to appraise him critieally while pre-
tending to look past him to the
tumbled, snow-covered ranges to thelr
right.

Bhe saw a blg, supple,
man of twenty-five or glx, with the
bearing and genersl demeanor of one
many yvears his alder. His nose was
high, of medium thickness and just a
trifle long—the nose of a thinker.
His ears were large, with full lobes—
the oars nf a generogs  man.  The
mouth, full-lipped but firm, the heavy
Jaw and square chin, the great hands
(mo&t amazingly free from freckles)
fdenoted the man who wounld not avold

|  Upon thelr arrival at the rest-house,
Bryce during dinner was very atten-
tive and mildly amusing, although
Shirley’s keen wits assured her that
this was merely a clever pose and
sustained with difficulty. _She was
confirmed In this assumption when,
after dinner, she complained of belng
wenry and bade him good-night. She
had searcely left him when he ealled:

"George !

The half-breed slid out of the dark-
ness and sat down beside him. A
moment Jater, through the open
window of her room Jjust above the
porch where Bryce and George BSea
Otter sat, Shirley heard the former
say:

“George, when did you first notice
that my father's sight was beginning
to fall?*

“About two years ago, Bryce. He
begun to walk with his hands held
out In front of him, and sometimes
he lifted his feet too high.”

“Can he see at all now, George?"

“Oh, yes, a llittle blt—enough to
make Wls way to the office and back.”

“Poor old governor! George, until
you told me this afternoon. I hadn't
heard a word about It. If 1 had, I
never wounld have taken that two-year
Jaunt around the world, And you say
this wan Colonel Pennington and my
futher have heen having trouble,

“Yes——" Here George Sen Otter

—— — —

| drive now, George,” he tnformed the
sllent Sea Otter. He turned to Shir
ley Sumner., *“I'm golng to leave you
now,” he sald. “Thank you for rid
ing over from Hed Bloff with me, My
father never leaves the office untll the
whiatle blows, and so I'm golng to
hurry down to that lttle bullding you
the end of the street and sur-
prelse him."

He stepped out on the running
wonedd, stood there 8 moment, and ex
tonded his hand. Shirley had com-
menced a due and formal expression
of her gratitude for having” been de-
[Iveresd safely In Sequola, when George
Rea Otter spoke:

“Here comes John Cardigan' he
wanid,

“Dirive Miss Bumner around to Colo-
nel Pennington's house,” Bryce order-
wl, and even while he held SBhirley's
hand, "he torned to eateh  the frest
glimpse of his father, Shirley follow-
ol his glance and saw n tall, power-
fully bullt old man coming down the
street with his hands thrust a lttle
in front of him, as If for protection
from some invisible assallant,

“Oh, my poor old father!” she
heard Bryce Cardigan murmur, "My
dear old pal!  And I've let him grope
in the dark for two years!"

He released her hand and leaped
from the car. “Dad!™ he called. "It
{8 I—Bryce. I've come home (0 you
nt last”

The slightly bent figure of John
Cardigan stralghtened with a Jerk; he
held out his arms, trembling with
CIILerNess, and as the car continued
the Pennington house Shirvley
looked back and saw Bryee folded in
his fathers embrace, She did not
however, hear the heart-ery wish
which the beaten old mnn welcomed
his hoy.

“Sonny, sonny-
you're back.

s At

on o

-oh, I'm so
Fve misaed vou,

glad
Bryce,
Oh, son! I'm old—1l ean't
more,
mies, I've lost yvour redwood trees—
even your mother's Valley of the
Ginnts.”

And he commenced to weep for the
third time in fifty years. And when

fight any

powarful ‘

the aged and helpless weep, nothing
s more terrible, Bryce Cardigan sald
no word, but held his father close
to his great heart and lald hls cheek
gently against the old man's tenderly
fns a4 woman’ might. And presently,
from that silent communlon of splrit,
each drew strength and comfort. As
the shadows fell in John Cardigan’s
town, they went home to the house on
the hill

L] L] L ] L] L] L L ]

Shirley Sumner's eyes ware st
when George Sea Otter, In ohedience
to the instructions of his youthful
mnster, set her, the French mald, and
their hand-baggage down on the side-
wolk in front of Colonel Seth Pen-
nington's house, The half-breed hesl-
tated a moment, nndecided whether he
would carry the hand-baggage up 1o
the door or leave that task for a
Pennington retainer; then he noted
the tearstains on the cheeks of his
falr passenger. Instantly he took up
the hand-baggnge, kicked open the
fron gate, and preceded Shirley up the
cement wnlk to the door,

“Just walit a moment, If you plense,
George,” Shirley sald as he set the
baggage down und started back for
the cnar. He turped and beheld her
extracting a five-dollar bill from her
purse, “For you, George' ghe con-
tinued. "“Thank you so much."

In all his Hfe George Sea Otter had
never had  such an experience—he,
napplly, having been ralsed In a coun-
try where, with the exception of
walters, only a pronounced vagrant
expects or accepts a gratulty from a
woman, He took the bill and fingered
It curlously; then his white blood nas-
serted (tself and he handed the bill
back to Shirley,
¢ “Thank you,” he sald respectfully.
“If you were a man—all right. But
from a lady—no, 1 am like my boss.
I work for you for nothing"

Shirley did pot understand his re-

gracefully unburdened himselr of n

beautiful auburn halr' she declured.
He lifted his hat and revealed his
thick thatch In all its glory. “I'm not |
s0 sensitive abont It now,"” he explain: |
ed. "When we first met, reference to |
wy halr was apt to rile me' He
shook her little hand with cordial
goodinature. “George, suppose you
plle Miss Sumner’'s hand-baggage In
the tonbeau and then plle in there
yourself and keep Marcelle company
I'll drive; and you cun &it up In front
with me, Miss Sumner, snug behind

blown abont'"”

car glided away on Its journey, “By
the way,” he sald suddenly as he
turned west toward the distant blue
mountalns of Trinlty eounty, “how did
you happen to conuect me with Cardi
gan's redwoods ¥’

Pennington, speak of them."
“Colonel Seth Pennlngton
nothing In my young life. 1
heard of him before; =0 1 dare say
he's 0 newcomer In our county
been away six years,” he added In ex-

pinnation,

“We're from Michigen, Uncle was
formerly In the lnmber business there,
but be's logged out now.”

“] see. So he eame west, 1 sup
pose, and bought a ot of redwood
lumber cheap from some old ecroaker
who never could see nny future to the
redwood lumber industry. Personally,
I don't think he eould have made a
bettér tnvestment. T hope 1 shall
have the pleasure of making his ae
quaintance whon 1 deliver you to him.
Perhups you may be a nelghbor of
mine. Hope so"

At this juncture George Sen (Otter
\whu bad beer an !nterestod listener

menns

the wind-shleld where you'll pot tu1|

He went through his gears, and the '

“I've heard my uncle, Colonel Seth |

|
never |

T've |

“Dad!™ He Called,

forvent curse
avancuinr

|
| young Indy

directed at Shirley's
relative; whereupon that
promptly left the window

| wnd henrd no mors,
L] L ] L ] L ] ™ ™ .
They wore on the road ngnin by

| elght o'clock next worning, and Just
ns Cardignn’s il was bDlowing the
fix o'clock whistle, Nrvee stoppsd the

cor at the head of the street leadin

| hbaggaxe.

fusal, but ber Instinctive tact warned
her not to Insist. She returned the
bill to her parse, thanked him agaln,
and turned quickly to hide the slight
flush of anvoyance. George Sen Otter
noted It

“Lady," he sald with great dignity,
“at Arst 1 did ot want to carry your
1 did not want to walk on

And with a sweeplng gos
ture he indieated the Pennington
grounds, “Then you cry a lttle he
cause my hoss I8 feellng had about his
old man, So I ltke you better. 'The
old man—well, he has been llke father
to me¢ and my mother—and we are
Indians. Aly brothers, too—they work
for him. So if you llke my boss and
his old man, George Sea Otter would
go to hell for you pretty damn' quick,
You het your lfe!"

“You're 0 very good boy, George'
ghe replied, with difficulty repressing
a smile at his blunt but earnest
avowal. *I am glad the Cardigans
have such an honest, loyal servant.”

George Sea Otter's dork face Hghted

this land.”

with # quick smile, “Now you pay
me."” he repllied and returned to the
Car,

The door opened, and a Swedish
mnld stood In the entrance regarding
her stolldly “I'm Miss Sumner,”
Shirley told her. “This Is my mald

Marcelle, Help hoe In with the hand-
bagenge.” She stepped nto the hall
and called : “Voh-hooh ! Nunky-
dunk "

“Ship nboy!" An answering eall
came to her from the dining  room,

and an in-
Pennington
"Blexs  my

neross the entrance-hull
stant later Colonel Seth
gtodl In the doorway,
whikkers! 1s that you, my denr?' he
eded, and advanesd to greet  her
“Why, how did you get here, Shirley 1

down to the water-frout, "l let

you

1 thought you'd missed the staga™

I'm whipped—I've lost your herlinge. |

I'm bliad—I can't =ee my ene |

Sne presented her cheek for his kiss
“80 I did, Unele, but a nice red-halred
voung man named Bryce Cardigan
found me n distress at Red Blaf
pleked me up In his car, and brought
me here" Bhe sniffed adorably.
‘T %0 hungry,” she declared, “and
hore T nm, Just In time for dinner
Is my name In the pot?"

“It Il=n‘t, Shirley, but It soon will
be. How perfectly bully to have you
with me again, my dear! And what »

charming young Iady you've growe
to he since | saw youn last! You're—
why, you've been erying! By Jove

1 had no Idea you'd be so glad to see
me again™

She could not forego a sly lttle smila
nt his egolam. “NYou're looking per
fectly splendid Uncle Seth,” she par
ried,

“And I'm feeling perfectly splendid.
By the way, who did you say picked
yor up In his car?"

“Bryce Cardigan. Do you know
him?
“No, we haven't met, Son of old

John Cardigan, T dare say,
of him.

I've henard
He's heen away from Sequoh

“Why, How Did You Get Here, Shirs
ley?™

for quite a while, T believe. Aboul
time he cmme home to take cure of
that stiff-necked old father of his."
He stepped to the bell and pressed it
and the butler answered, “Ser a
place at dinner for Miss Shirley,
James,” he ordered. “Thelma  will
show you your rooms, Shirley, 1 was
Just about to sit down to dinner, I'll
walt for voun"

While Shirley was In the dining
room Colonel Pennington's features
wore an expression almost pontifical.

but when she had gone, the atmos
phere of paternalism and affection
which he radiated faded Instantly.

The Colonel’s face was In repose now
—cold, caleulating, vaguely repellent
He scowled slightly.

“Now, Isn't that the devil's luek?”
he sollloquized. . “Young Cardigan is
probably the only man In Sequola—
dashed awkward If they should be
come interested in each other—at this
time. They say he's good-looking;
certainly he Is educated and has ace
quired some worldly polilsh—lust the
kind of young fellow Shirley will find
interesting and welcome company ina
town lke this. Many things oan
happen In a year—and It will be a
year before 1 can smash the Cardl-
gans, Damn "

CHAPTER V.,

Along the well-remembered streets
of Requola Bryce Cardignn and his
father walked arm In  arm, their
progress continuously Interrupted by
well-meaning but impulsive Sequolans
who Insisted upon halting the palr to
shake hands with Bryee and bid him
welcome home. In the presence of
those third parties the old man qulekly
conquerad the agitation he had felt
at this lpng-deferred meeting with his
gon, and when presently they leit the
business sectlon of the town and
turned Into a less-frequented street,
his emotion assumed the charncter
| of n quiet joy, evidenced in a more
erect bearing and & firmer tread, as
if he strove, despite his seventy-six
YOArs, not 1o appear Ineongruaous as
he walked beside his splendid son.

I wish I could see you more clear
Iy.” he suld presently. His volce as
well as his words expressed profound
regret, but there was no hint of despair
or heart-break now,

Bryee, who up to thisa moment had
srefralned from discussing his father's
misfortunes, drew the old man a little
closer to his slde,

“What's wrong with your eyes, pal?
he querled. He did not often address
his parent, after the fashion of most
sons, a8 “Father,” “Dad,” or “Pop”
They were closer to each other than
that, and a rare sense of perfect com-
radeship found expression, on Bryce's
part, ln such salotations as  “pal”
“partner”  and, infrequently, “old
sport.”

“Cataracts, son,” his father answers
ed, “Merely the penalty of old age™

“But can't something be done about
it demanded Bryee, “Can't they be
cared somehow or other?

“Oh, ®Bryce, the man
||| hasn't a soul.”
5 R (TO BE CONTINUED,) '
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BEST AGE

A man is as old as his organs; he
can be as vigorous and healthy at
70 as at 35 if he aids his organs in
performing their functions. Keep
your vital organs healthy with

GOLD MEDAL

g | |
-

The world's standard remedy (olhldacy.

liver, biadder and wuric acid troubles

eince 1606 ; corrects disordecs; stimulates

vital organs. All druggists, three sizes.
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Nebraska Directory
'FILMS DEVELOPED FREE

When Prints Are Ordered
Printa2igxiig, l eents; Jqyndiy, 4 conta]
posinl card mize, 6 ceuws, postpaid

Beaton Photo Supply Co,
16th & Farnam Sts, Omaha, Neb,

OMAHA PIPE CO.
Importers and Jobbers
PIPES AND SMOKERS' SUNDRIES
EXPERT PIPE REPAIRING
1503 Howard Street, Omaha, Neb.

The Radium llospllal
OF OMAHA - .,
34th and Farnam Streets
For the treatment of
Cancer, Tumor, Goiter and

! Precancerous Conditions

The Largest Institution of its Kind in the World,

AUTO
/T TOou Rl STS

SEND F( FOR UNIQUE CATALOG

BE A NURSE

Kxceptional opportunity at the asent
time for rounﬁ women over ninetean
yenrs of aﬁ- o have had at jenst ohe
ear io high school to take Nurses' Train-

E in general hospital Our graduates
are in great demand, Address

Bapt. of Nurses. Linenin Saalterium,
Lincoln. Nabr,

IN OMAHA

Che -
Henshaw Hotel

EUROPEAN FLAN
J. B, Keenan, Merr
L.60 WITHOUT BATR
B UF WITH BATH
15th and Farnam Sts. Omahs

Expert Radiator Repairers
New Cores Installed
We make 'em — We sell 'em
Wa repair 'em

OMAHA AUTO TINNERS
Telephoue Donglas B4
2107 Farnam St, Omaha

Hdtei Loyal,Omaha

Take Dodge Street Car From Stations
ABSOLUTELY FIREFROOF

Rates {315 & wi paoh.

The Hotel With a Mﬂu
HOUSTOUN R. um-_—r.q-um—cm J.KRIEL

ldimasie

Passenger Cars
and TrucKs

Nebraska Oldsmobile Co.

2559 Farnam St., Omahs, Neb.
J. R, O'NEAL, Gen'l Mgr.

Freaze-Proof--Boil-Proof

Retail Price $30.00,
Install one of our gmarantesd
YOMAHA" Honeycomb Hadl-
stars on your Ford They
give your Ford the distine-
tive apprarancse of the
highsr-priced car
Thalr wuperior ﬁucmr and endurancs s
unegualed by any Ford radistor on the mar-
kot today. Ask your dealer

It he does not stock them write us direct.
We shall be plossed to sefd you one subjsct
to your sxamination. We also make libersl
allowances on your old radiator

We manufacture and install our guaran-
tend "“OMAHA" honeycomb cores In auto,
truck and tractor radistors. 24 bourr’ serv-
o on any job,

WE REPAIR RADIATORS,
OMANA AUTO RADIATOR MFG. €0,
“The Home of Hadintor Bervice'

Neb

Electric Service

on Automobiles

Atwater Kent
Auto-Lite
Bijure
Connecticut
Dixie

Gray & Davis
North-East
Simmshuff
Westinghouse

AUTO ELECTRIC SERVICE

'ﬁ'&i& g’{aurm“l SPECIALISTS

OMAHA, NEBRASKA
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